THE  SPANISH  WAR
for them. There are only two alternatives; either you
go back to France, or else you will go to prison—and
people do not stay long In prison these days."
I felt that argument was not much good, and I had
already begun to realise, when I saw the assembly of young
and old revolutionaries, with their fierce, grimy, unshaved
faces, their motley uniforms and their collection of arms,
some extremely modern like the sub-machine-guns and
the parabellum automatics, down to old fowling-pieces at
least a century old, and the great Spanish navaja or knife
with its curved blade at least three inches wide in the
middle and a full eight inches long, that Spam was not
faced with merely a coup d?ttat, but with a civil war which
might last months. So I left the Committee of Public
Safety dipping its pens in the ink and painstakingly
pursuing its task of copying inflammatory prose, and
drove back to France.
It was vitally necessary for me to get across to Burgos,
however, and so, late though it was, I decided to try one
or more of the passes through the hills into Navarre until
I found one thiough which I could obtain admittance.
It was a long and disheartening task. Everywhere I
went the frontier was closed. At places the French gen-
darmes and mobile guard, misinterpreting instructions,
turned me back; at other places the Spanish carafofit'ros,
or else the Civil Guards, in their strange cocked hats,
refused me passage. It was all the more aggravating as
I could see the scarlet berets of Carlist friends only a few
hundred yards away, and knew that I had reached Nation-
alist territory. At midnight I was in the picturesque
French frontier town of St. Jean Pied de Port, and there
found Nationalist sympathisers who offered to show me
another pass, seldom used and most likely not guarded,
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